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TROUBLE AT THE JUNCTION 


It was a chilly November night as 
drag freight number 32 inched up Mt. 
Aire. The grade at this point was a 
grueling two per cent. Engineer Ben 
Dawes had the throttle wide open 
and was laying a screen of sand be- 
low the drivers for traction. The 
train consisted of one hundred and 
two cars, mostly twenty <ton hoppers. 
The big, mallet-articulated steam 
engine groaned under the strain and 
was making only five miles per hour. 

Dawes, now sixty-five, has been 
working on the Virginia Central for 
forty-five years. Eligible for 
retirement for five years, he recently 
had felt pressure from the home 
office more acutely than ever, 
but. Ben didn't wish vo retire. He 
had never felt better, and this was 
the life he loved. The railroad was 
a part. of him now -- its people, 
engines, and.track all composed an 
essential part of his life. ‘The"big 
wheels" considered Him a hazard, 
over the hill. That's why they had 
transferred him from throttling the 
passenger trains, with their red 
varnish and high stepping "Pacific" 
locomotives. He recalled his exper- 
iences as engineer of the Red Arrow, 
the crack passenger train from Nor- 
folk to Chicago. Those were the 
days -- racing through the Hlue Ridge 
Mountains at seventy miles per hour, 
leaving behind. long plumes of white 
smoke, and being met at the station 
by young boys racing along the plat- 
form. Ah yes, he had been top 
engineer then, and he still could be, 

Ben leaned out of the cab. to 
watch the track ahead. He reasoned 
that things weren't so bad after all. 
He was still on the right hand side 
of the cab, the spot he loved. He 
controlled a quarter of a million 
pounds of breathing, spitting loco- 
motive. It was fascinating to watch 


the reciprocating action of the 
valve gear, to hear the crisp bark 
of the exhaust, to smell the whiff 
of smoke curling out of the stack. 
All of these were exhilarating to 
him. 

The glimmer of the headlight in 
the dark showed the milestone 
Dawes pulled on the cord and lis- 
tened for the long, low whistle so 
dear to him. The train had reached 
the sumiit of the thirteen-mile 
grade. Fireman Gibson adjusted the 
stoker, and big chunks of West Vir- 
ginia soft coal fell into the fire- 
box, sending dark masses of smoke 
skyward. Dawes relit his cigar, 
his constant companion, and shifted 
in his seat. 

As the train rounded a gentle 
curve and approached the town of 
Grafton, he let go the throttle and 
applied the air brakes. Hissing, 
the train screeched to a halt under 
the water tank. Gibson climbed up 
on the tender while Ben jumped from 
the cab. He walked up to the dis- 
patcher's office where he knew he 
would find steaming coffee and a 
glowing, potbellied stove. Leaning 
back in his chair, the young dis- 
patcher handed Dawes his orders. 
They were simple enough -- take a 
siding at Shenandoah Junction to 


let. a fast freight from the south 


pass him. Dawes walked out into 
the biting wind and hopped quickly 
into the cab where the welcome 
warmth of the boiler greeted him. 
Gibson jumped down from the tender 
as the engineer backed up the train 
to get some slack. He changed the 
direction of the engine, and they 
were under way again, 

Dawes checked his watch and cal- 
culated that he had just enough 
time to get into that siding to let 
the train that was following pass. 


He knew that at approximate!y as 
time as the north-bound fre 
eal the gouth-bound 
would be passing, as ze pergueh 
passenger train would also g ae 
the junction. Approaching the J oes 
tion, he slowed down to cai ne 
siding when the red marker ae e 
a caboose reflected in his head ¢ , 
Another train had already occupie 
the siding. What it was doing there 
he didn't know, but he had only & 
few minutea to get his train off the 
main line. The train behind him 
wouldn't even whistle for this junc- 
tion, much less slow down. A corn 
field meet was inevitable. Dawes 
had been afraid of a wreck like this 
ever since he first touched the 
throttle. The picture flashed 
through his mind -- first the engine 
would hit his caboose, cars would 
jackknife high into the air, protably 
falling on the adjacenttracks 
blocking the path of the high-speed 
passenger train, causing hundreds of 
deaths. The home office would 
blame him, saying they were right 

about old engineers. — 


All of this hed fleshed through 
his mind in c metter of seconds, iow 
he hed to cect. He'd show the sunsre= 
intendent he vss still worth his 
salt. First he pulled on the whistle 
cord end five short blasts broke the 
stillness. He lkmew that the condicta 
and brakeman would vacate the cehoose, 
thus saving their lives at least, in 
case his plan didn't work. A few 
feet ahead of the engine was a cross- 
over to the opposite track. His plan 
wes to transfer to this track, let 
the freight pass by mhis right side, 
and then recross the switches before 
the passenger train came crashing in- 
to the front of his train. The. engin- 
eer checked his watch, Only three 
minutes left. Telling Gibson to 
rae up steam Apes to perform the 

ecessary switching, he clenched 
throttle with a stecl-like grip. 

As the big engine moved clumsily 


heavily; beads of Pe#Splretion 
appeared on 


clear track. Methodically checking 
his watch, he saw to his dismay that 
the freight was late. Cursing hi, 
luck, he waited. After what seemeq 
an eternity, the glare of its head. 
light reflected off the box cars, In, 
an instant the engine passed; they 
there was only the constant clicking 
of the wheels. Soon this too was 
gone. 

Dawes relaxed slightly after the 
train passed,~but the job was only 
half completed. The race against 
time continued. According to his 
watch, the passenger train should 
have hit his thirty seconds ago, 
Backing the train over to the north- 
bound track called for all the skill 
and experience that forty-five years 
had given him. Biting down on his 
cigar, he eased the throttle forward 
He knew that backing up long trains 
was extremely dangerous. The pres- 
sure of the sluggish, heavy hoppers 
on the tail end and the engine on 
the other could easily make a light 
car buckle and slip off the track. 
He had to watch for any indication 
that this might happen and prevent 
it. He scanned the :icng fite of 
cars, each one moving slowly toward 
the switch. He looked over his 
shoulder up the track. Was that a 
headlight he saw? Or was it just the 
reflection of his? His stomach felt 
as if it were tied in great knots 
Sweat rolled down his face, stinging 
his eyes. His muscles were tense. 


He turned off his lights Yes, the 
reflection was still there, moving up 
the rail quickly. Dawes reasoned that 
the train was doing about seventy, 
trying to make up lost time. Only a 
few more. cara to go; he had to make 
ite. The other engine. was bearing 
down on him fast. In the glow of the 
sparks flowing out of the stack, he 
saw the fireman jump off, Dawes 
turned his head and shut his eyes. He 
heard the roar of the engine above 


his and envisioned death. It never 
came. The passenger train missed his 
by inches. At the risk of his life 
Gibson had changed the switch points, 
Dawes opened his eyes and sank down 
in his seat. He felt the blood rush- 
ing to his face, His hand fell from 
the throttle lifelessly. His whole 
body felt drained of strength. He 
thanked God end said to himself, 
"That'11 show the top brass I'm one 
engineer who hasn't outlived his use- 
fulness." 


Mama’s Gone = Real Gone 


By Sandra Resnick 


Mama is gone - really gone, and 
I am desolate. How empty the house 
is; it makes nc.focl spodky. Nover 
once has Mama failed to be at the 
door when I come home from school. 
Now that I think of it, today is 
Monday, and in.our house that means 
one thing--it's three-note day. Only 
the unexpected could have drawn her 
away on a lMonday. What has happened? 
Where can Mama be/ 

Something troubles me; TI can't 
quite put my finger on it. Oh, yes, 
here is my shirt tossed onto a chaiy 
and the button is stiJl sissing, 
Mama promised me I'd have it for 
tomorrow; I’ve never known her to 
break a promise. Good grief, there's 
a note pinned to it--DO IT YOURSELF! 
Well’ first a snack for the inner 
man, then I'll give this matter some 
thought. Jeepers$ there's a rote 
on the pie, too--Help yourself! Now 
Mama knows better than that; she 
knows I never serve myself. Really, 
this is most disconcerting. I wonder 
eeeeeHave I done anything that could 
have upset Mama? That reminds me, 
are my pink tights washed? I dis- 
tinctly remember dropping a tres 
subtle hint about wearing them to 
class tonight. Whoops} there they 


are, still soiled and--you guessed 
right--with a notes..WASH THEM YOUR- 
SELF 3 

Without a, doubt this is mutiny. 
We have here a situation requiring 
much Serious cogitation. Simplified 
it means: no more waiting on me, 
hand and foot; no more anticipating 
my every want;no more service beyond 
the line of duty;it spells rebellion, 
Mama's rebellion, .I*ve had it! 

Egad$perhaps I should have helped 
around the house; at least I could 
have made the gesture. Certainly-- 
I would have volunteered my services, 
but with Mama I can’t always be sure 
she'll refuse me, Many are the times 
I've heard her say, “Lincoln emanci- 
pated the slaves, so what happened 
to me?” 

We,my dad “and I should have fore- 
seen disaster ‘in cur midst. This 
did not . happen overnight; -it had 
been a long time coming. Little by 
little, ma petite .mere had been 
slipping away from us, retreating 
into a tiny world of her own making. 
"When Cid it start?”, you ask. About 
a year ago, when Arlene Francis went 
off the air, and Dough, Re, Mi took 
over her program's time. Instead 
of recipes, Mama started taking down 


the first. three notes of the weekly 
jack-pot songe As far as it con- 
cerned us, Mond ae A 
dars tha Vo 

au ing not in souls the 

i i ity. 
beginning of a split personali 

{1 day long our Trilby went about 
her work hurming 
notes, getting ou ‘ 
different songs starting with the 
same three noteSe A 

Tf the phone rang» she answere 
it with those three notese When I 
came home from school, I was greeted 
in the eve- 


ning Dad got dinner served with 


happened only on Mondays Neverthe- 
less, to ease our burden, I should 
have helped her with those three 
noteSe 

So what if Mama did talk in Jin- 
gles; making up jingles is no crimes 
just a trifle hard on the budget, 
since there is always a product 
involved. Entre nous--to quote the 
French--l feel I can say without 
fear of contradiction, that for 4 
while we had a stock of Dole’s Pine- 
apple chunks and Dial soap equal to 
that of any chain store grocerye We 
have almost used up the pineapple, 
but we shal bo diahing for sone tine 
to come. Our triumvirate, Dad, Sis, 
and I, did take a firm stand against 
Mama's entering dog and cat food 
contests--jingles or not--for we own 
neither pussy nor rover. Enough is 
enough’ 

J, am forced to admi it was annoy- 
ing when my questions were answered 
in twenty-five words or less. That 
she did for practice. This began 
after Cerolyn's mother had won an 
Oldsmobile for liking Skylark bread 
in twenty-five words or less, My 
mother’s forte is figuring out answers 
from clues. 

: I wish TI had the chance to make 
it up to her, I'd even take the post 
cards to the mailbox. Poor Mama3 


complained that she got 


e always . 
eaperations only lots of teasing, 
Was I surprised when she told ing 


tre flying to Switzerland, courtes, 
of awed: ner contests, we did, te 
it was wonderful. 

Still and All, if this means g 
much to Mama, we shotid go along with 
her ideaSe Now she’s probably left 
us for that land of flying washing 
tiny Gogomobiles, and flip. 
nink stoleSe On Mama’s programs 
every time the contestant wins furs, 
the emcee envariably Sayss “Wait ti 
you see what you've just won, you"l) 
flip.’ ifama has been threatening to 
try her luck on televisione What ig 
today were to be the day? I'm afraig 
to turn on the set’ At this very 
moment, Mama might be flipping--and 
before millions of people. No, 1 
won't even think of it;this is sheer 
madness 

Here comes my sister. Grandma has 
been calling her to find out where 
Mama ise They called Dad; he hadn't 
heard from his dear, ever-loving 
spouse. Nothing to do but wait for 
him to come home. As we sat and 
waited we pondered the ways ¢ unpre- 
dictable parents, predictable parents 
any kind of parents. 

At long last Dad is home and with 
him is---guess who--our wandering 
mother, “Just a minute, girls? One 
at a time, please$ ‘“Saridra, stop 
screeching’ Of course, I*l1 tell 
you where I've been; at the airline 
office. Why? because Mama's flying 
again, that's why. Now both of you, 
while I set the tabla put your hands 
Se hie and td me why I like Heinz 
pes most ‘in twenty-five words oF 

Yes my friends, Mama's real gone. 
ae tee I wonder just why do I 
words ofés ap most in twenty-five 

sftGuess I*m gone, too--s 


A Field Guide To The "Feminae Sandalarum" or The Female Shoe Shopper 


Because today is an age for lei- 
sure, many are pursuing new and ex- 
citing hobbies. Guides have been 
prepared for the benefit of the 
amateur ornothologist, botanist, 
zoologist, numismatist, rock hound, 
philatelist, and astronomer, You 
might think this collection is suf- 
ficient, but a select group has been 
clamoring for a manual to enable 
them to identify their unusual quarry. 
I, therefore, to end forever =the’ 
ambiquity which surrounds their game, 
have been requested to compile this 
authoritative, up-to-date report on 
the female shoe shopper. 

However, before commencing, there 
are several points which should be 
made. First, study the habitat of 
your subjects well. In this case 
the Grosby Shoe Store has been sel= 
ected, as it offers an excellent 
cross-section of the "Feminae Sand= 
alarum'", Second, approach the area 
inhabited in a camouflaged manner, 
preferably as a customer. Third, use 
extreme caution while in the vac inity 
of the selling grounds as these sen- 
sitive creatures are readily dis- 
tracted by the slightest diversion, 
and might react unfavorably. Fourth, 
note .that the Union of Shoe Sales- 
men is taking all steps necessary to 
preserve the . female shoe — shopper 
from extinction and any interference 
on your part might have serious re- 
percusions. In closing, happy hunt - 
inge 

Of the varied individuals who pat- 
ronize our store, the most popular 
are the cinch sales, the young girls 
and unchaperoned kids for whom we 
fight. The first of the two classi- 
fications, known as the "Blondus 
Ignoramous", are readily identified 
by peroxide-blonde hair, tight skirts, 
and dark brown eyes. They ae wually 
in dire need of a pair of shoes to 
accompany a gown for a ball that very 
evening, and since time is lacking, 
they try on only one pair of shvoes 
which, regardless of:size, they will 
buy. (If this group displays thse 
slightest hesitancy, I need merely 
drop a few compliments, hint of the 
shoe's usefulness ‘and meamssure 


the customer that the shoe was made 
for her foot. It should not be in- 
ferred from the aforementioned that 
the shoe fits the customer, but merely 
that it looks pretty. 

The unchaperoned kiddies ages 
eleven to fourten are also known 4s 
the "Multus Bobbysoxus" and are ident- 
ified by three successive layers of 
bobbysoxs which are readily observed 
above a well-worn pair of loafers. 
This specie is always seen travelling 
in a pack, a characteristic which dis- 
tinguishes them from the females in 
Class I. These girls feel it their 
duty to purchase a pair of shoes, re- 
gardless of size, color, or fit. The 
cherubs select a style which every- 
body, but everybody is wearing (their 
best friend and older sister) and 
must have it, mindless of cost. The 
difficulty arises when their choice is 
in limited supply as the clique will 
not purchase unless each member is 
given a shoe of the same style, color, 
and size. Bscause one wears a size 
five and another a size eight doesn't 
phase them; they compromise on size 
six anda half which fits neither. 
These gullible girls will assuredly uy. 

On the other hand, there are the 
poor risks which are shunned by all. 
Included in this classification are 
the grandmothers, chaperoned children, 
women with either very wide or very 
narrow feet, and customers purchasing 
gifts. The grandmother or "Onerous 
Grandmamus'' is recognized by ‘white 
hair, broad feet, and well supported 
oxfords. Grandma must have a wide 
shoe with a medium heel and soft lsa- 
ther. It seems as though the shoe is 
never wide enough, the leather soft 
enough, or the heel the proper height. 
Since Grandma requires twice as much 
attention as the others and rarely 
purchases, I usually turn - her over to 
my fellow salesmen on the pretext that 
I can't make the sale, 

The mothers who accompany their 
children are sometimes reffered to as 
the "Nervous Wreckus" and are identi- 
fied by sticky hands, pockets bulging 
with children pacifiers, and of course, 
her offspring. I don't believe I 
really understand this group as they 


THE POWER THA 


‘ +5 a favorite 

Skipping school is 

diversion of nos i ot re en 
a 

mores who are M er) ett 


spring and, pone tempt a spring- 


ing school 


after a delicious lunch 1 
unsh: day wi 

frvGne ceventy degrees so that you 
can flop down on y0 
winter coat, which is no longer 
necessary for survival. Of couress 
it is helpful, the persons apes 
have an unstudied- for test sched= 
uled. for the first period of the 


afternoon. 


Skipping school does not require 
a Ret close of gouragee You don't 
have to be another Baby-Face Nelson 
or Machine-Gun Kelly to pull this 
job. The only requirement is that 
you be a special character known on 
the campus asa brave sneak, You 
have to be brave, or crazy, to strut 
right past the school, with the sun 
shining full on your face, and keep 
on with that same nonchalent strut 
until you reach the end of the block 
Now is the time to start running - 
and there's no stopping until your 
breath, or breathlessness necessi- 
tates it. 


Since the beauty of the day was a 
Major factor in your decision to 
skip, the first spot on your itin- 
erary is the park on the lake, where 
you watch the ferry boats slipping 
through the muddy water to the op= 
posite bank, The more distant water 
looks almost a clear blue, and only 
a reminder from your fellow escapee 
of the coldness of the water in 
Pritt an geen your impulse to 

in cool off afte 
flight for freedom, oat 


7 BLOOMS IN THE SFRING 


anned on staying in 
Aeon si two o'clock cial 
He put certain unexpected ojn_ 
instances prevent you from enjoyin 
c lenghty stay. The first ciroyn 
ee ig in the form of a strange 
vaatinie a freshly cleaned, dark biy, 
uniform Looking in a rather peculiay 
manner at the spot you had occupieg 
pefore tumbling behind a clump op 
half-dead evergreens. Emerging from 
your soggy hideout, you find your. 
selves face to face with the un. 
expected circumstance in’the form or 
the woman next door to youe On any 
normal day this would be the finis, 
put not taday. Your face is Splate 
tered with mud so that you are 
almost unrecognizable, and before 
your neighbor has time to reach a4 
decision, her attention is attracted 
by the family doctor with whom she 
becomes engaged in one of her fas. 
cinatingly "filibusterish" conversa. 
tions on her latest illness. While 
their attention is drawn to each 
other, you and _ your acacosgplice 
snatch-up an old, weather-beaten 
copy of the Daily News for comou- 
flage and gallop, madly across the 
park to the movie theater. 


It's still. time for the show to 
begin as you sink into the dark 
friendliness of .the seats, gasping 
for breath, and not daring to look 
at anyone but each other. You relax 
for nearly two hours with your fa- 
vorite actor and actress, Frank 
Sinatra and Kim Novak. . 


Nothing lasts forever, especially 
a good movie, and you have to face 
the outside world again just when 
your school mates are leaving the 
Malt Shop. This presents a slight 
problem when you meet the girl who 


gits behind you in English class 
and you have to tell her a little 
lie about having done your Englieh 
homework in study hall, It's a sure 
prise that she believes you because 
you know very well that the home- 
work you should have been bringing 
home would take even the,Class Brain 
over an hour to do. : oa 


The bus takes you safely home, 
and you make your. entrance with a 
broad grin letting the whole house 
know right away that you have no 
homework and plan to spend the eve-= 
ning on the phone and in. front of 
the T. Ve. You meet with some oppo= 
sition from the head of the house as 
she dreams up some more useful time 
consumers, such as. scrubbing tho 
bathroom floor .and ironing the Lliv- 
ing room curtains. Hold your breath 
now; you're almost in the clear. 


Accounting for your -absence at 
school the next day is a necessary, 
but ticklish, job. The teacher in 

ccharge of . absences happens \to be 
your very favorite, and you hate to 
hand hima forged excuse note. So, 


like the dumbe you are, you don't. 


give it to him, He gapes at you as 
if you'd just poked him in the nose 
when you tell him you have no excuse 
but he manages, somehow, to fill out 
the entrance slip for you. 


On your way up to your, section 
room, you could give yourself a 
swift one in the seat, but you re= 
sist the temptation as you plan the 
story you're going to tell Priscilla 
and Carlene at lunch -time. Boy, 
will they be jealous} 


A Field Guide To The "Feminae Sanda- 
larum" or The Female Shoe Shopper 
Continued from page 5 

are never satisfied. If: the child 
says the shoe is comfortable, mama 
replies that it’s too large or too 
small. Fortunately, I have a re- 
tort. Provided the shoe just fits; 
*Ihint that her ective youngster 
will undoubtedly outwear the shoe 
before he outgrowS: its besides, 
it's a good buy. If, on the other 
hand, it's too large, I suggest tmt 
her sprouting child will need the 
extra length to grow into and she'd 


—— 


only be throwing away her money if 
this weren't taken into consideraticns 
Either way I win. 

Difficulties mount when fitting 
children with galoshes. Before sell- 
ing the boots, they mst be fitted 
on the child, a feat more difficult 
to - accomplish than it sounds. Al- 
though the ligaments of a four year 
old are supposedly well developed, 
‘experience has taught me otherwise. 
The child of this age has an ankle 
which functions as a completely in- 
dependent limb freely rotating in 4 
360° arce With the aid of his 
mother I might, -just might, shoe the 
squirt and make the sale. 

The women wearing narrow shoes 
are known as the "Feetus Extremous” 
and can be identified by a lean 
figure and round-toe footwear. This 
type is characterized by a pessimis- 
tic approach when they humbly revest 
size 5 AAA low-heel, round toe, 
pumps. Aside from the fact that 
round toes aren't the vogue, and 
there are few low heeled dress shoe 
these smaller sizes aren't stocked. 
The other extreme are the women wax. 
ing size 10 EE. They, who are also 
known. as the "Colossus Rotundus” can 
be recognized by their stout sil- 
houette, and wedge-heeled, well-worn 
footgear. . Their desire for wide 
Shoes should not be confused with 
the desire of the "Onerous Grand- 
amamus" for the same, as the former 
demand stylee 
‘ The gift -buyers or "Vagus 
Notion" can't be identified by 
physical appearance as they. are a 
composite: of the other groupse How- 
ever, when questioned orally you 
will notice a sense of vagueness 
concerning sizee As a matter of 
fact, they don’t know the size but 
rather indicate the length with 
their hands. . 

"Oh, it's about so big,” they 
tell me, and when I return © with 
their. shoe it never seems to be 
correct. 

And so> this  consummates the 
first official handbook m the female 
shoe shoppere However, in closing, 
we should remember that these are 
the general types and anamalies will 
pop upe If on any shoe-shopping- 
watching excursions you notice any 
diviate, please forward your excit- 
ing information to me. 


MUSEUM PIECE 


Regardless of weather, season; a 
-ghatever adninistration bappens nee 3 
in office, one Washington institu ae 
goes along placidly and with a 
footed certainty, year after ~ 
Smithsonian Institution. This ar 
plays host to millions of visitors 0 
diverse tastes and interests, but has 
something to offer everyones 


A prehistoric skeleton, a suit of 
Satayiiniberchts Spirit of St.Louis, 
a model of our moon, a treasury of 
antique silver, china , firearms, 
stamps,money, an evergrowing collec- 
tion of vehicles are but a few items 
in this overflowing storehouse, pere 
fectly assembled sand sattrabtively 


displayed. 


Who placed them here? From where 
did they come? What obscure corners 
of the earth yielded this unrelated 
assemblage and housed it under one 
roof? What person mended with tender 
care that they tear in Martha Washing- 
ton's gown before it could déeentiy 
be shown? How many hours, days, years 
went into assembling the skeleton of 
brontosaurus? How did the craftsman 
feel when he put the last bone into 
place? Where is the artisan who tire- 
lessly toiled over a mutilated Michel 
angele masterplece?=.When his great 
skill and painstaking effort restored 
it to its original beauty for all the 
world to see and admire, was not his 
contribution almost as great as that 
of the gremered master himself? 


These people who work behind the 
scenes have diverse talents and make 
different contributions. Their inter~ 
ests vary. Their backgrounds differ. 
They do not come from the samecparts 
of the world, Their names may be Dr. 
Smith, Mrs. Jones, Jacques, or Signor 
Tonye But, whoever they are, they 


in cult 

ea common interest Ures 
bart present, and future. They hay, 
another thing in Commie An] rat, 
the same shingle on the door, "Pri 
yate--Keep Oute" Ina place JRhere 
one goes to satisfy curiousity wher, 
one can roam for hours freely t, 


examine and browse and learn, a sj 


like that can be fairly provocative, 


The activity that goes on behing 
the door bearing this sign is what 
gives the museum life. It is her, 
that ideas become fact. Here the 
parts and pieces are fitted together 
to form exhibits that fascinate ang 
educate. Here are brought the delj_ 
cate, priceless, ageless momentos of 
mankind to be restored .tyv talenteg 


craftsmen. 


This inner sanctum is also a 
waiting place. In this room, 22rere 
urn waits for its cover or handle,An 
extraordinary suit of medieval armor 
awaits its helmet. ‘That, which 
belonged to Ceasar waits side by side 
with that which was once Napoleon's, 
Sometimes, after many years of wait- 
ing, missing parts of art treasures 
are reunited, cleaned, polished , 
buffed, treated-with modern substances 
and know-how and the whole presented 
to viewe 


In sharp contrast to the correct, 
orderly, and serence atmosphere of 
the exhibition halls the work room 
is busy and alive. No one is bored. 
Enthusiasm such as these works dis- 
play, is rarely duplicated. Even 
after many years of being exposed to 
the rare « « ee « « e « (continued) 


Museum Piece 


and the bizarre, of seeking and find- 


ing proof of forgotten legends and 
fabled eras, each new “discovery” 


brings its own special excitement. 


‘ Because of the great pride and 
satisfaction in being a part of the 
timeless and ageless, it is not unus- 
ual for the museum artist to work 
through many nights on a difficult 
project. He is not a clhock+watbher. 
Sometimes, when he takes time out far 
coffee, a little past midnight, his 
only companions are three jolly skele- 
ton and one merry mumily. They watch 
him as he combines paint, paper, 
glue, wax, sweat, ribbons, plastics, 
and various otter matevials, that defy 
classification to form simply - a 
masterpieces 


The unacknowledged heroes of mu- 
eums have no trouble remaining anony- 
mous. _They neither seek nor anStye 
publicity. Their achievements are 
seldom brought to. the attention of 


the average . newspaper readers tele- 
vision viewer or even the museum visi- 
tore : 


So. totally does the museum goer 
become engrossed in what he sees, that 
no thought is given how these marvels 
came to. be. | Some exhibits are .war- 
time things, others - peacetime. ‘Some 
are for summer, some. for winter. There 
are those, which appeal tothe . young 
and those that. are appreciated by the 
olde... If it was popular in nineteen 
hundred, if it dazzled the spectators 
then.-.does that mean it will necessa- 
rily enchant the rocket. traveler of 
the year two thousand? _One.can only 
guess. But one thing is certaine. As 
long; as. its -army of researchers, 
artists, . technicians; craftsmen and 
great puzzle-solvers. continues with 
its task of preservation and re- 
creation -.the Smithsonian Institution 
will continue-to, play host. to millions 
for a long-time. to come. . Maybe for- 


evere 


Three Worlds 


,; James 
discriminating readers of 
Thurber, Thomas Wolfe, and Carl Sand- 


burge 


: : 1E 
Sometimes this worries M@e_ 
think these trips mad are? 
dangerous influences ey - 
ing my personality. Tt really isn't 
that I don't try to do ceombthing 
about it, but I can't give them upe 


Now take, for instance, the domain 
of James Thurber. For me this is 
usually quite unpleasant. Ohy I am 
a great fan of Mre Thurber's. In 
fact, I have read almost everything 
he has ever written, and this is not 
at all unpleasant. But, when I am 
engrossed somewhere deep in his 
special world of suave cats and men 
who buy flag poles for Christmas, I 
must be extraordinzrily cautious. I 
have kept accurate statistics and I 
am quite sure. © amuprone:to swallow 
more bones, lose more winter coats, 
walk into more wrong apartments and 
adopt more stray owls at this time 
of year than at any other. 


TI am not so naive as to believe 
it*e only a coincidence that: the man 
next door increases the number of 
his secret broadcasts to the Kremlin, 
so much so thatI can get only static 
on my radio. I know this happens 
only when I am under Mr. Thurber’s 
influence. Why, even the number of 
people who telephone, claiming to 
have dailed the wrong  mumber 
doubles. 


could brave all of this, t 
aie put what really frightens ne 
4s that after visiting with M, 
Thurber for even a short ‘bile, 
people don*t look at al the same to 


me, and IT lose my confidence in dogg 


And sometimes I am dost in 
another world--the world of 4 
giant--a leviathan's creation--3 
mammoth world in which no ordinary 
mortal can ever Sees and taste, and 
smell, and feel, and understand al} 


that there ise 


Thomas Wolfe was no ordinary may 
He was 4 giant who created this 
world to fit his hugeness. Every. 
thing about him was enormous--his 
size, his appetite, his talent, his 
intellect, his compassion and under. 
standing, and above all, his insa. 
tiable, frenzied desire to live life 
to the fullest--to see every city, 
taste every dish, smell every fra- 
grant and fetid odor and own then 
all, If he had lived long enough, 
he would have read every book, known 
every person, ridden in every train, 
felt and understood it all--every- 
thing in the’ whole world--possessed 
and described it all. 


What he did write on paper (in 
the same fantastic way in which he 
lived) is all that he had ever 
experienced. His books are more 
than monuments to his memory; they 
are Thomas Wolfe. They are fired 
with his eloquence and the passion 
he felt for living--a rassion so &r- 
ocious, so inordinate, compulsive ai 


ot ordinary begs can under. 
3 Fi roel only a portion of Lte 
ae realy ugly and beeutiful— 
pifo" out, forming @ maze, and exquis 
mth of the most eloquent prose 
ite Lebygte n by an American, until the 
ever of the Gargantuan envelopes me, 
poner a jost-- 4 stranger, _ secker, 
ome sone’ 
youd of Thomas Wolfe. 4 wanderep 
hoe an all engulfing fog of beauty. 
0st meet searching endlessly for the 
iz gjost verb, the missing semi 
Kel pat will unlock the door to its 
colo god male him forever a part, A 
nen ‘nen alien land-—- devouring each 
sek ping to find a clue where 
no clue— no key to the secret 


there is +] + 
iife thgt the stranger lmows the 
of ; yas hidden somewhere in his worlg 


HE aessLY searching, frustrated because 
ae annot devour enough, because. he 
ras not the immenseness, and frightened 
shat the giant is devouring hin, for 
now nis OWN life seems a shadow, and 
the lives of those around hm are. vague, 
transient shadows. and only the giant 
and his world are real. 


Traveler, if you can, go home agains 
Escane from this alien lands; escape 
fron the giant, if you.cane 


Of wandering endessly and the bitter 
return, To the pallid world from whence 
you came, return, O' shadow dweller, 
return. 


There is one other escape—another 
place I know, ‘that is surrounded by 
seas of waving wheat. It stretches as 
far as the prairie and no farther than 
the cosmos, It is Carl. Sandburg, the 
poet storyteller, biographer of Lincoln, 
Novelist, and minstrel that first led 


Ala 


Meeaher an 6 

escape By qd now it is my favorite 
.-# decause it is my own try 

America, coun — 


Sandbur, 
ante apap te me a world where the 


of the lana, Peopreds the; ;bataceer 


and the language : 
people has become their oui oad 


Carl Sandburg, the adventurer —dis- 
Sy cae found it, and now the writer 
rs it with me. The troubadour that 
8 ung a songbag on his back and set off 
to fill it with the sounds of America; 
the collector of ‘this and that; the 
colposer who writes great symphonies 
about the sizzle of frying hominy grits 
the clang clang of railroad wheels the 
whirr buzz ¢ assembly lines--Carl Sand= 
barg—the poet who introduced new words 
to old tired words and introduced them 
both to cacophonous words, and made all 
of them sound as if they were in ovo, 


4nd his is the word I retymm to most 
often, because he says, "Be proud of 
your heritage, America, and listen, for 
your past echoes what it once was, and 
you. are built of the past. Yet, live 
for the now time, America, and have 
faith in your future. You are fertile 
and strong and young, like your people. 
You. have much to hope for, and much 
more to." 


Te America of Carl. Semdburg is a 
mighty world, abounding in beauty, in 
inspiration, in faith in man. Where is 
it? How does one find it? Itsdis not 
far from reality; but it must be seen 
through his eyese 


Tese are the three worlds I travel 
to. If ever you see me staring off into 
space, wearing & rather quizical smile, 
you will know I have escapede 
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BOHEMIAN ESCAPADE 


Often, when.I‘m in an eevee os 
mood, I'll get together with . som 
friends for a trip to (od holed 
Dressed in casual clothes - Hee 
ing the traditional dark socks - ¢ 


brush applied to our hair vamaryich 
ingly as possible, and insp. began 


the spirit of adventure, we 
our escapade. 


Arriving in Georgetown, we seek 
the most inexpensive restaurant we 
can find. We usually decide on 
Around Town, I still retain 4 slight 
grudge against the owners of .thie 
establishment. They bought the res- 
taurant only recently, and have made 
many changes, such as adding pink- 
striped wall paper. “This is not 
attractive, but I don't complain, 
Why, though, did they have to change 
the name from Earl's to Around Town? 
A few months ago, during a pouring 
rain, I was supposed to meet a 
friend there. I almost wound up in 
the canal, looking for "Earl's". 


Fortified with hamburgers and 
cokes, we next. invade: the antique 
shops. Here, we find antique jewelry 
antique furniture, antique clothing, 
antique cigarette holders, antique 
door knockers, antique back scratch- 
ers, antique shopkeepers, antique 
lighting facilities, antique fire- 
proofing, etc. The only things that 
are not antique are the prices,which 
are so ultra-modern that we seldom 
get past the browsing stage. Occass- 
ionally, though,one of us is tempted 
by a miniature Chinese sampan or an 
authentic sabre from the Civil War. 
Bargaining is not -difficult, and 
most merchants are happy to lower 
the price about fifty cents, since 
they are still getting twice as much 
as the article is worth, 


trast 


to the Artist's Mart? In cop. 
to its architecture, George. 
art galleries are the mog 

found in this city, 


on 


town's 
modern to be 


Interpreting meanings Of the 
paintings is a guessing game, ang 
the titles are not help. By what 
stretch of imagination can a reg 
blob surrounded by blue be entitheg 
‘Maturity’ ? Obviously someone thinks 
it can be, because this five-inch 
square ceramic block sells for thirty 
dollars. Observing a ecu bpture, 
recently, which looked like a heap 
of scrap iron to me, I commented 
that it would be exquisite on my 
doorstep, to frighten away bill col- 
lectors. I was startled to hear 
a voice behind me remark, sarcag-. 
tically, ‘Three thousand dollars, 
and she wants to put it in front of 
her door." 


After seeing the paintings, cera- 
mics, sculptures, stained glass, and 
mobiles, we take time to notice the 
people of Georgetown. Most of the 
women's hairdos are either very long 
or very short. There is no inbe- 
tween. Shabby ‘clothing is common 
and black socks are a must, Many of 
the men wear beards, and are also 
shabbily dressed. In addition to 
their outlandish clothing, what true 
beatnik would dare to appear in pub- 
lic unaccompanied by a curly-haired, 
odd-shaped canine companion. 


Sooner or later, we wind up in 
one of the two Mexican shops. There 
is an expensive Mexican shop and an 
inexpensive Mexican shop. .The former 
is for browsing and the latter is 
for buying. At the expensive Mexican 
shop} better known as the Phoenix, 
Mexican clothing is .sold. Both 


stores sell handmade Mexivan:bes ker, 
hate, recorders, figurines, jewelry, 
and all sorts of Imickknacks. These 
are hung, draped, set and piled all 
over the store, covering the walls, 
ghelves, and floors with a mass: of 
multicolored items. 


No trip to Georgetowm would be 
complete withoutt stopping in»atithe 

perback book store. This store 
hag everything from Sherlock Holmes 
to Sigmund Freud in paper=bound edi- 
¢ionse Famous classics can be bought 
for about fifty cents. 


suddenly acscone. cxclains, 'Jouldnt€ 
you just love to live inGeorgetown!", 
and our trip ends with a hcuseehnotng 


ditione We buy a newspaper and 


look over the real-estate section, 
jotting down addresses. Then, the 
walking begins. is ‘ 


The typical Gcorgetowm house is 
exquisite when vicwcd from the.oute,. 


side. The quaint courtyard and .shut~ 
ters look so inviting that we run up 
to the entrance and cagerly céluteh 
the antique door knocker, : : 


The door is opened, usually, by a 
li-tle old woman wearing a faded 
dress, old-fashioned spectacles, and 
a hopeful smile, -#hich - gradually 


b 


fades and turns to dismay as sko 
observes our youth, She regards us 
for some time, undoubtedly trying to 
decide whether one of us might have 
a rich father, who sent us on a pre= 
liminary scouting expedition, ‘in 
search of a new house. I suppose 
the optimism in her soul gets the 
best of her, because she finally 
lets us in, The inside of the house 
is a let-dom. The decor consists 
of peeling wallpaper, cracked plas- 
ter, black ceilings, and rotten 
floor boards, that creak with every 
step. The "modern" kitchen comes 
6quipped with the latest thing in 
iceboxes,the staircases look treach- 
erous, and the windows have turned 
yellow with age. Our optimistic 
landlady comments encourag ingly, 


, "You girls could fix this place up 


real nice, and its. only one hundred 
dollars a month." It feels good to 
be out in the fresh air again, 


Having exhausted the stores and 
houses as well as our money, shoe 
leather, and energy, we head for the 
bus stop, wondering what we will do 


‘with all the useless things we have 


bought. . Maybe we. actually waste our 
time and money. there, but just the 
same, when life gets too routine, we 
return, once more, for an adventure 


.in the Bohemian center of Washington. 


SPRING WILL come AGAIN 


by Roberts Watkins 


i he woodSe It is 
How I love to walk alone in ‘%h : 
MEMS that 4 person can be alone with his thoughts, 


and know that God's world is goods 

+ out of doors, 
After the longs 
th is awakening once again 
A feeling of restlessness 
seizes ué. No longer can we concentrate on se 
but find ourselves staring out of windows : e 
caged lionse Primitive feelings buried deep 


within our soul’ surface, and suddenly we do not 
belong in the modern world of glass and chrome; 
but are once again creatures of the forest. 


+ season to fe 


Spring is the bes 
eas of rebirth. 


for it is the season 
dreary winter, the ear 
from her long sleePe 


In summer the world is more settled. Growing 
things take advantage of the warm rays of sun— 
shine and refreshing raindrops, preparing for the 
winter to come, We too are not so energetics; we 
feel balanced and steadye 


like a gawdy clown is autumn, Stillness is 
in the air, and sadness too, ‘The trees sigh in 
the wind, their bright colors like palls, At 
last the time has come for sleep, for death. 
Will spring never come again? No, it doesn't 
seem likely. How can the dead world become a= 
live? But though the winter be long and terrible, 
though it be cold and bare, we have the promise 
of God that spring will come again, 


"Baa Baa Black Sheep deel! 


A major fault of America today 1s 
that we are a nation ey caper vy 
our count was founded, men Ww 
Aeaaniencraewho thought and did what 
they pleased. However, with the rise 
‘of industry and the resulting rise 
in the economy came the realization 
that "time is money". The decline 
of the individual had begun. 


Today, as we are confronted with 
many time-saving devices and insti- 
tutions, we are pushed into conform- 
ity. We are told by "__--of-the- 
month-clubs" that we should read, 
listen to, amd even eat. The tele- 
phone service, "Dial-a-Prayer", will 
pray for you. No longer is it nec- 
essary for a person to think for 
himself; someone will do it for him. 


On the job originality may be 
shown if one happens to become the 
lead sheep. In all flocks one is 
singled out to have a. bell tied 
around his neck. He then serves as 
a signal for the other sheep. In the 
office one person usually emerzes 
as the "vice-president-in-charge-of- 
elock-watching". His co-workers are 
s0 conditioned that when he moves 
toward the time clock st five minutes 
to five, work ceases and a queue 
forms to wait for the bell which will 
release them from their terrible 
bondage. When the bell finally does 
ring, a mad rush ensues, Heaven pro- 
tect anyone in the way! 


d A large segment of the popula- 
tion capable of enjoying more leisure 
time has brought about a change in 
our national character, While "Toget- 


salt a 
herness" and "Suburbia aah zee 
part of everyday speech, p si 
realize the change that has occu a 
Row after row of boxts called house* 
stand in the middle of what Pets 
before was a pasture. In : order 
make his house different, man must : 
something original. By planting re 
petunias instead of blue ones, he 
ean distinguish his castle from the 
three hundred and fifty others just 
like it. Open rivalry has been pro- 
claimed to decide who shall have the 
longest, widest, or jowest car. Real- 
izing that agreat mass of people has 
been caught inthe race for the ulti- 


mate living room on wheels, the Fed- 
eral Government has spent large sums 
of money on highways so that these 
ear owners might have some place to 


go on Sundays. "Togetherness" - 2 
word dreamed up by a popular maga- 
zine - has managed to bring - family 


participation sports into wide pop- 
ularity. Once only the sport of the 
rich, boating has been so exploited as 
the ideal method of reaching "Toget- 
herness" that it is fast becoming 
the number-one recreation in the 
country. The trite expressim--t'Keep- 
ing up with the Joneses"--seems to 
rear its ugly head once more, 


Parents caught up in the swing of 
conformity feel that it is their 
sacred duty to pass these principles 
on to their children, No longer is 
a child allowed to run and play 
freely. Rather, he must attend a 
summer camp where he. will learn, 
along with the children of parents 
like his, how to make Indian head- 
dresses or to participate in activ- 
ities as a member of the team. The 
idea of being a team member seems so 
important that if parents are unable 
to send their child to camp, they 
feel that the least they can do 
towards his social development is to 
subject their innocent offspring to 
the rigors of "Little: League" base- 
ball. Here, after his father per- 
suades the coach into letting his son 
play in the important game, the child 
will learn how to suffer tensions 
and perhaps even cry if he fails his 
team. This is all part of the 
parent's dream of having their child- 
ren follow in their footsteps. Is 
this then not a proper way for par- 
ents to educate their children to 
follow their ulcer-ridden father as 


Not too long ago, American educa~ 
tors considered it more important 
that a child be socially adjusted 
and a well integrated member of the 
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group than that he learn to read or 
write, These people believed that 
since America was the land of democ- 
racy and feedom with education for 
all, it was the responsibility of the 
educator to see that everyme received 
an equal education. Realizing that 
not everyone has the same capabili- 
ties, perhaps the educators hoped .to 
find the common denominator for the 
education of all in teaching social 
adjustment, Still, today remnants of 
this outmoded system of thought remain 
as cobwebs in the corner. 


Another contributing factor to the 
lack of individuality is the "scouts", 
At au tender age a boy or girl, 
attracted by the fancy uniforms and 
mystic rituals, pleads with his par- 
ents to let him join a scout group, 
Once a member of the group the young 
impressionable childlearns to follow 
the leader - usually,an image that 
plays on childhood's fears, 


Have we voluntarily. adopted the 
Communist philosophy which denies 
the rights of human beings to be 
independent, thinking people? 


As a -direct result of creeping 
conformit™, businessmen have found it 
easier to sell their wares. Envis- 
ioning large profits the businessman 
turns to the advertising agency. 
This agency consults the high priest 
and chief witchdoctor of the conform- 
ity cult--the Motivational Researcher 
Unlike his predecessors, today's 
witchdoctor is schooled in Freudian 
Psychology and the latest opinion 
polls, He is able to interpret, at 
least to the satisfaction of the 
advertising: agency why people prefer 


X brand of cereal over Y brand; and 
how to improve Y brand so that it 
will be preferred, Armed with his 
Wisdom, the ageney sets out to con- 
Vinee the public that Y brand is 
better because it is the "cereal of 
thinking men" or some equally stupid 
but convincing method of playing 
upon the hidden fears and desires of 
the public, Every product has its 
own special image, and this must be 
preserved at all costs. It has been 
said that in the future, Presidential 
Candidates will be packaged and mer-= 
chandized as commercial products. 
Didnotthe last Presidential Election 
show the growing influence of the 
advertising agency? 


This continuing loss of individu- 


ality that has overtaken our nation 
was inevitable. As the tremendous 


fields of knowledge widen still more, 

it becomes increasingly impossible 

for one person to manage a large 
company or to carry on scientific 

research independently. Realizing 

ee complacency has replaced ambi- 
ion. 


Whenever original thinking takes 
place in the highly conformist voca- 
tions, it is usually done in groups. 
Called "Brainstorming", this plan is 
based on the promise that two heads, 
or even more, are better than one. 
A definite topic is presented for 
disc ssion. It is felt that someone 
in the group just might be inspired 
with a solution for the problem. No 
idee isconsidered too wild or imprae 
tical. All are openly discussed and 
evaluated. Finally, after growing 
tired of each other's asinine sugges- 
tions, the discussion is closed. 
Sometimes, remarkably enough, a usa- 
ble solution is found. More than 
likely, however, nothing that suited 
all of the members of the group was 
presented. Would it not be better 
therefore; to have each do hard, 
independent thinking on his own? 


i 


Surely this would eliminate the bulk 
of impractical suggestions, while at 
the same time give the individual 
the opportunity for the personal 
satisfaction of solving a difficult 
problem singlehandedly. 


Every coin has two sides; and so 
does the question of conformity. In 
many institutions or higher leaming, 
non-conformity has become the pet of 
the intellectual and psuedo-intel- 
lectual. It is considered superior 
to walk around in old pants and 
filthy sweatshirts while expounding, 
as loudly as possible, about the 
evils of the present Administration 
or the virtues of Sid Caesar. This 
breed of man thinks that anything 
European must be Bohemian and there- 
fore good. In his mad attempt to be 
individual, the non-conformist has, 
hiwsclf, extablished a strict and 
unvarying code, an impassable mazc 
of custom and conformity. 


The less academic branch of this 
fraternity is the world-famed tribe 
that inhabits four square blocks of 


Sen Francisco. These lost members 


of the "Beat Generation" are few in 
number but large in spiritual fol- 
lowing. It is with these immature 
persons that many conformists asso- 


eekate in their minds. These border- 


line conformists seek the glamour of 
the "Beat Generation" while desiring 
the comforts of convention. The 
"Beat Generation" and their cousins 
in the universities are but two 
minute pebbles in the vast sea of 
conformity. Yet they are there, 
always open to anyone who is willing 
to join them. 


Will creeping conformity, continu- 
ing and becoming more refined, make 
America, the land of free thought and 
new cradle of democracy, a land of 
faceless, spineless sheep? 


BAAAAAAY 
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Adrianne Blue 
Mushrooms svrouted, 
4boruntly; 
Senses sharnened, 
Briefly. 

Soon all was still, 
Stonely. 
Mushrooms, clouds of 
Atoms, 

Will blest forth no 
Longer. 


Deeth hes come, 


De TO A HOLS TH A 


Lo! 


auTss 


Tror7 TS. MUSIC ; Stevhanie Patchen 


Shhh! Listen, for there is msic. 
HWe-r.it everywhere, 
Mystic melody. 


In the realm.of star-cloucs, 

There .snace an’ time are one, 
Two whirling bodies meet, 
Crescendo! 
Cosmic cymbols sound. 


Tiery lava tongues 
Lash from white-hot stars, 
Hiss at vassing comets. 


Water svells from ocean beds 
Sending white-canned waves 
To smooth: the shores of many worlcs. 


Softl--, too, the »-st siucs of itself, 
Tehoing throuch snace 
Lonely son's. 


Listen scein! It is the sons of the Sosmos. 
God wrote bis universe in hermony, 
Soun?s of His creation make music. 


CHES. Felen Xurtz 


0 hole in stiss cheese, 
Are you chilled by the breeze 
Thet blows throuch the hole in your mid*1-?. 


If you could’ at all talk, 
Or at lecst make o 


sousyk, 
It would not remzin such + ric“le. 


Did a might bit of food, 


Improperly stewed, 


Make you feel funny 
Before tums reached your tummy? 


, But, 0, lovel favored hole 


; 


You escaye the molars crunch, 
“hile the rest of vour anxenderes become somebody's lunch, 


